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stool legs in which we kept money and valuable papers and larder shelves with invisible drawers Such items as a container filled with some ten gallons of gasoline or a pair of bicycles had their own, though inconspicuous, corners.
My small apartment buzzed with people that morning For three days now I had quartered thirty boys of Sergeant Zdun's unit Zdun was tall and gaunt, with a long mustache, and hair bleached by the sun in the fields of his farm On July 26th he had left his village to bring to Warsaw the load of potatoes requisitioned by the Germans. He was really supposed to bring it in April, but "couldn't make it.* The Underground had issued an order. "Whatever you must give to tie Germans, give as late as possible and of the worst possible quality, or do not give at all** Zdun, in this case, decided to give late. On July 27,1944, he brought into Warsaw ten carts of potatoes, along with thirty boys of the Home Army, hidden in the carts. He parked them at my place which had never felt more like a can of sardines.
Andrew greeted my "guests" the way schoolboys do, shuffling his feet, his childish dimples deepening in a shy smile. But in his brown eyes there was the look of a seasoned soldier, grave and unsmiling.
"Hello, boys, how about some food?" I said
"Breakfast for madame and her retinuer called the Beanpole, clapping his hands gravely and assuming the duties of a major-domo.
Beanpole was straight, tall and painfully thin. He was cross-eyed and his right ear was missing. It had been chopped off by a drunken German in Duesseldorf , back in 1940, when Beanpole was in the prison camp there. The German had wanted to send the ear to his fiancee as a souvenir. During a British air raid Beanpole escaped and reached Warsaw in a pitiful state> where he pined the Underground.